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arms, under the order of Sir Ralph Edgecumbe, to 
quick trial and condemnation little less than certain 

— that fatal bond their first and chief accuser, and 
the confessions of others already in custody the seal 
of their doom. 

"The game is out — we have lost, indeed ! " was all 
the comment of Whelpley. 

"A thousand curses" — was the beginning made 
by Joram Brintnall — so like that which might have 
been given utterance by the veriest malignant of the 
Babylonish court ; but this was broken in upon and 
ended much for the better, by the brief exordium of 
Carver : 

" Send for the hangman, and string us on rope like 
so many carrion-crows ! Your whining is over : eh, 
brother Brintnall ! " 

There was yet another exclamation, quite as full of 
character, and that needs record before dealing with 
one personage henceforth most important of all : 

"Lillian Bracy — Lady Lillian!" spoke the fores- 
ter to himself and yet within hearing, astounded. 
" Oh, Stephen Chester, thee deserves to be chopped 
into bait for wolf-traps, that thee didn't know that 
hair and those eyes, afore ! And thee has done it, 
surely, for thyself — a-makin' false love to the daugh- 
ter of thy old measter. Thee bees a sodden fool, for 
certain, and even Nelly Biggin ought to be ashamed 
of thee !" 

It was when the conspirators had been removed, 
and the last omen of the foul conspiracy, thus to say, 
swept away with their presence, that Sir Ralph Edge- 
cumbe found time and tongue to ask those explana- 
tions so necessary for his peace, and so easily and 
freely accorded when asked. 

" Letty, Lillian, whichever and whatever you are in 
your little and wondrous self, lead a poor knight out 
of the enchanted forest, I pray you ! " he said, half- 
playfully and yet half in sad earnest, when the time 
for that demand had come. 

"My masquerade — you would learn of it and of 
me," she replied. " And yet but a few words will ex- 
plain all, if I mistake not in judgment. I was stolen, 
when a child — I make no doubt, now, by Walter 
Bracy's orders, and with doubtless a fee for my death. 
I fell into the hands of strolling players ; and thus I 
became myself a player-girl : no marvel, then, that 
Lillian Bracy could become Letty Bryce, when she 
would, and seldom falter in her part. As I grew 
toward womanhood, and learned enough to be sure 
that I was the daughter of Sir Everard Bracy, I es- 
sayed the bold venture of my player-life to bring that 
bad man to justice, and to win back, if so it might be, 
Bracy's Hope, the home of my childhood, and my 
right by inheritance. 

" I have moved as a menial through my own halls 

— scorned and slighted, save by poor Maude Bracy, 
and by honest Stephen, who would have been a trifle 
overfond of me, perchance, but for his bond to Nelly 
Biggin. I have recovered the will made by my dear 
dead father, before he went away to do his last battle 
for his king at Naseby fight. I have seen Maude 
Bracy die by her husband's hand. I have been 
threatened, and scarce escaped, with death or dis- 
honor at the hands of my false kinsman. I have 
seen conspirators at their plots against king and 
land ; and I would fain hope that I have done some- 
thing to balk the foul crime of regicide. Truly I 
think that my masquerade has been full of import in 
matter, though so very brief in time. And now I 
make bold to ask you, Sir Ralph Edgecumbe, knight 
and true servitor of his king," and she laid her baby 
hand in his, half-pleadingly, " have I done aught, in 
all this, that misbeseemed my blopd ? For if no, I am 
to-night the proudest woman in Britain ; and if yes, I 
will do penance, and your lips shall name the nature 
and duration of it." 

"Noble girl — noble when in rags and squalor — 
the mate for a king then as now!" exclaimed the 
young knight, clasping to his heart the hand he held, 
and yet refraining from further advance, as one who 
treads unknown ground and is not too sure of his 
footing, " I would that the masquerade were not yet 
ended ; for I bethink me that in that masquerade I 
almost held myself to have won a sweet young bride ; 
and now the poor soldier of fortune has no claim 
upon the heiress of Bracy's Hope, however dearly 
he may hold her in heart -till his dying day." 

Lillian Bracy, not content with the giving of one, 
put both the little hands into his, as she said : 

"Ralph Edgecumbe, true and loyal gentleman ! — 
the poor serving-wench whom you would have raised 
to your own estate could not say aye to your suit, be- 
cause the full time had not yet come : now has come 



that time, and the heiress of Bracy's Hope, poor if she 
have not that which may crown and round her life, 
makes claim upon the knight, if he be the loyal knight 
she has held him, to keep faith and troth once 
pledged — to be her lord and honored husband ! " 

It was but a little later that Stephen Chester came 
to judgment under the soft brown eyes — a judgment 
little like to be over-severe, in the knowledge at 
once of his sturdy faithfulness to the memory and 
race of Sir Everard Bracy, and of his favored per- 
sonal attachment to Sir Ralph Edgecumbe. The 
face of the forester seemed even more drawn and 
wrinkled than by nature, as he approached his young 
mistress, with downcast eyes and an expression 
which might have been characterized from his own 
calling as that of a hound lately under the lash. 

" I do be main sorry and humble, mistress," he said, 
with his forester's cap in band and twisting the but- 
ton thereof as if in it had lain the whole cause of his 
transgression, that needed to be then and there re- 
venged on the offender — "main shamed that I did 
not know Lady Lillian, wi' all that I remembered of 
her sweet face and winning ways, — and that I did be 
so over-familiar in speech, and mayhap, in deed, wi' 
the honored daughter of my dear old master ! But I 
do dare to hope, mistress, that thee won't be woundy 
hard on a poor fellow, who would ha' kissed the toe 
of thy shoe, had he been summat else than a blinded 
old fool, 'stead of thinking even o' thy hand." 

" No, Stephen," answered the lady, kindly giving 
that hand to the old servitor, to have it kissed in 
fond gratitude — " no, I shall not be very hard, as you 
phrase it, on one who loved my dear father so truly, 
and who, as I believe, would have been as true to his 
daughter, could he but have known her as what she 
was. But," and the brown eyes laughed merrily at 
the recollection, " I shall remember the slate, Ste- 
phen, while I live, and the hard tasks that you did 
set me on it. Give me the slate, and I shall forgive 
all, freely. But mind" — and one of the minute fin- 
gers was upheld in serious threatening — "mind that 
Michaelmas will be here anon ! Make no more mis- 
takes, Stephen, as a bachelor may well do : but marry 
Nelly, like a true man, and win her home to the 
house by Nick's Run, that once — heigho ! — might 
have been mine for the taking ! " 

But a word of the fortunes of those moving through 
this brief chronicle of a troublous but picturesque 
period ; and then falls the curtain upon it, even as 
long ago has fallen the shadowy curtain of the years 
becoming centuries, changing ruddy lips to the pale-, 
ness of death, turning golden hair to dust, and rust- 
ing away the sword of the knight with the spurs that 
so nobly he wore on heel, pricking away on errand 
of valor or of loyalty. 

Within the month following that momentous day 
at Bracy's Hope, of the Fifth-Monarchy Men two, 
with others involved, died at Tyburn, passing sud- 
denly and fearfully into the presence of that dread 
tribunal before which they would have sent the King 
of England and his brother, without even such hur- 
ried preparation. Why it was that " tough John Car- 
ver," his name even now appropriate, escaped the 
hangman and went away to do battle for any cause 
that best pleased him, in the Low Countries, none 
may say with certainty. It may have been that in 
his very recklessness and bold speech lay the mercy 
that came to him from the always weak but never 
cruel Second Charles, to whom a whim of leniency 
was ofttimes as necessary as one of passion or of 
frolic. 

A very different fate was that of Walter Bracy, de- 
generate scion of a noble line — disloyal gentleman 
and slayer of the noblest and eke the saddest wife 
ever given to man. He died neither by ax nor cord, 
though he stood in peril of both, as would-be regicide 
and assured murderer. Madly essaying escape from 
prison, one night when yet his associates lived, the 
bullet of an arquebusier on guard went through him 
from breast to back, fitly closing a violent life, and in 
kind revenging the reckless slaying of poor Maude 
Bracy. 

In days a little later, there is record that Lady Lil- 
lian Edgecumbe, the most petite as well as one of the 
very loveliest of the beauties limned by Sir Peter Lily 
at the Court of King Charles, more than once at- 
tracted the eye of the wayward king, not yet fully be- 
sotted with the mature charms of Barbara Palmer 
and her even more worthless successors. But it is 
also upon record that there was that in the brown 
eyes of the little beauty, with something more that 
dwelt in the sword-arm of her knightly husband, 
raised to far higher rank than we have known him 



as Sir Ralph Edgecumbe — making the lawless woo- 
ing of even a king as harmless to the innate purity 
of her who had been Lillian Bracy, as those perils 
earlier assailing the poor player-girl and the mas- 
querading serving-wench from 'yond Oldham. 
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'Twas marriage of the earth and sky by twilight soft and saintly, 

As 'neath the summer foliage walked, in neat garb fashioned 
quaintly, 

A youth and maiden, heeding not the way their steps were tend- 
ing;— 

The pause between the day and night their broken thoughts was 
mending — 

And held their speech, for not aword between the two was spoken, 

Until by brown domestic bird the dreamy hush was broken ; 

"That bird is calling to his mate — a sweet and plaintive singer — 

I wonder if she'll come," said she. " Yea, Ruth, his love will bring 
her." 

His voice on " love " dwelt with a trill, both pronouns were em- 
phatic ; 

She glanced into his sober face, and saw 'twas enigmatic. 

Their creed was cold, no word of love as yet her life had bright- 
ened, 

Just conscious now she looked and smiled, half-happy and half- 
frightened, 

Sweet were her tones, and deep his voice, like brook to river pur- 
ling ; 

Her hair confined beneath her cap, denied its natural curling, 

Her kerchief crossed above her breast conformed to Rule and Duty, 

Her fair white bosom seemed ashamed to own its rounded beauty. 

The man who walked beside her knew no "carnal" thought; but 
nearest 

Unto his heart was this fair sceur — the sweetest and the dearest. 

But never had she' seemed so fair as now, nor sweetly simple, 

As when the frightening afterthought had chased her smiling dim- 
ple. 

Now Sabbath's hush came to his voice, in hers soft chimes were 
ringing, 

Like bells that call the thoughts to prayer which waywardly were 
winging, 

Thus wandering on, until they stood where time made sad erasure : 

Where slept the "chosen few" whose lives were dead to worldly 
pleasure. 

Decay and Death were monsters grim, and the rank desolation 

That reigned, to one so freshly fair, unmeet for contemplation. 

She shuddered, he forgot the rule, and clasped her hand most ten- 
der, 

And said, " Let's turn our steps and rove 'mid summer's living 
splendor." 

An awkward pause succeeded, and he hopes she's not offended ; 

While with her timid thoughts of him a new sensation's blended. 

" Confessing-Day* will soon be here," said he, "I wish 'twere 
over," 

And then he spied, and bent to pick, a simple four-leaved clover. 

A wishing charm ! a talisman ! he gave it to her, sighing ; 

A mute confession was his glance, her blush a mute replying. 

The modest lid drooped low to hide the tender eye's expression ; 

His love, long silent-tongued.'now found a voice for its confession : 

"To-morrow, Ruth, I leave this vale "for heights of my ambition," 

Said he, " I long to think and act regardless of permission. 

I love you, dearest, will you come? — no cloud shall o'er you 
hover;" 

And then he pressed her trembling hand that held the four-leaved 
clover. 

Reflection for a moment held her joy unwilling captive, 

The world, a siren, she'd been taught, was sinful and deceptive ; 

And yet — and yet how sweet the thought of love's pure, fond devo- 
tion ! 

Which formed the prayer upon her lips now quivering with emo- 
tion. 

Her eyes upraised, the evening light lit up each saintly feature, 

And Love, once thought by her as sin, became her heart's best 
teacher. 

She looked on high with earnest gaze, two love-birds flew above 
her: 

"Theirs sanctify our love," said she, "God made both love and 
lover. 

Your God is mine: I'll go with you, through fair and stormy 
weather, 

In depths, on heights, through grief and joy, we two will walk to- 
gether; 

With lofty hopes, and earnest aims, with heart to heart replying, 

With Love as our Evangelist, of heaven prophesying." 

Then through the softly lighted vale they walked and talked of 
morning, 

When they should take their first step toward the sweet new life 
just dawning. 

The joy of that new life begun, they had no fear of sorrow, 

And welcomed the oncoming night that heralded the mdrrow. 

When, later on, they sought the "Lead," t who chid them' for 
their roving, 

They pitied them that they must live without the bliss of loving. 

Oh birds ! by Heaven were you then sent ; and simple four-leaved 
clover, 

Like dew-drops on your leaves this fell, " God made both love and 
lover!" 

Oh Love ! fair queen of woman's heart, and ruler of the sternest, 

To heart of great, or heart of mean, thou evermore returnest I 

Though one may speak by classic lore, one by birds flying over, 

The faith is one, the creed the same, "God made both love and 
lover! " —Annie Ehninger De Friese 



* Confessing-Day occurs once a year, and is looked upon with great 
dread by the younger members of the Shaker Society. 
+ The spiritual controllers, male and female. 



